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The Jitliorie of King Lear. 

Enough, enough and die that thing you fpeake of, 

I tooke it for a man, often would it lay 
The fiend the fiend, he led meto that place 
E dg. Bare free & patient thoughts, but who comes here 
The fafer fence will neare accomodate his maifter thus . 

Enter Lear mad. 

Lear. No they cannot touch mee for coyning, I am the king 
E dg. O thou fide pearcing fight. (himfelfe 

Lear , Nature is.aboue Art in that relpeft, ther’s your prefle 
money,that fellow handles his bow like a crow-keeper,draw me 
a clothiers yard, looke,looke a mowfe, peace, peace, this tolled 
cheefe will do it.ther’s my gauntlet, ile proue it on a gyantjbring 
V P Ac browne-billes,0 well flowne bird in the ayre,hagh,giue 
the word? Edg* Sweet Margerum. 

Lear. Pafle, GtoSi, I know that voyce. 

Lear. Ha Gonorill ha Regan, they flattered mee like a dogge, 
and tould me I had white haires in my beard, ere the black ones 
were there, to fay I andno,to euery thing I faide, land no toe, 
was no good diuinitie, when the raine came to wet me once, and 
the winde to maxe mee chatter, when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found them, there I fmelt them out, 
goe toe, they are not men of their words, they told mee I was 
euery thing ,tis a lye, I am not zrgue-proofe. 

giejl. I hetrickeof that voycel doe well remember, iftnot 
the King ? 

• Lear. I euer inch a King when I do flare, fee how the fubieft 
quakes, I pardon that mans life, what was thy caufe, adultery? 
thou lhalt not die for aclulterie, no the wren goes toot, and the 
final guilded flie doe letcher in my fight, let copulation thriuc, 
for Cjloften baflard foil was kinder to his father then my daugh- 
ters got twcenc the lawfull fhects , toot luxurie, pf//, mell, for I 
lacke fouldiers, behold yon fimpring dame whofe face between 
her forkes prefagethfnow, that minces vertue, and do fhake the 
head heare of pleafures name to fichew nor the foyled horfe 
goes toot with a more riotous appetite, down fro the waft tha’re 
centaures, though women all aboue , but to the girdle doe the 
gods inherit, beneath is all the fiends, thers hel!,thers darknefle, 
ther’s the fulphury pit, burning, fealding, flench, confumation. 
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fie, fie, fie, pah, pah, Giue mee an ounce of Ciuet, good Apo- 
thocarie, to fivecten my imagtnation,ther s money for thee. 
Glofi. O let me lcifle that hand. 

Lear. Here wipe it fir ft , it fmels ofmortalicic. 
g/ofi. O ruind peece of nature , this great world fhould fo 
weare out to naught, do you know me j 
Lear. I remember thy eyes well inough, doft thou fquiny on 
me, no do thy worft blind Cupid, ilenot loue, reade thou that 
challenge, rnarke the penning oft. 
giofl. W ere all the letters funnes I could not fee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report, it is , and my heart 
breakes at it. Lear, Read. gief. What '.with the cafe of eyes 
Lear. O ho,are you there with me, no eyes in your head, nor 
no mony in your purfe, your eyes arein a heauie cafe, y our purfe 
in alight, yet you fee how this world goes. 

Glojh I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What art mad, a man may fee how the world goes with 
no eyes, looke with thy eares,fcc howyonluftice railes vpon 
yon fimpletheefe, harkein thy eare handy, dandy, whichisthe 
theefe, which is the Iuftice, thou haft feene a farmers do°-o-e barke 
atabegger. gioft. I fir. 

Lear. And the creature runne from the cur, there thou mi^htfl 
behold the great image ofauthoritic, a dogge, fo bade in office, 
thou rafcall beadle hold thy bloudy hand, why doft thou Jafh 
that whore, ftrip thine owne backe,thy bloud hotly lulls to vfe 
her in that kind for which thou whipft her, the vfurer hangs the 
cofioner,through tottered raggs, final vices do appeare,robes & 
fiird-govvnes hides all, get thee glafle eyes, and like a feuruy po. 
lititian feeme to fee the things thou doeft not, no now pull off 
my bootes, harder, harder, fo. 

Sag. O matter and impertinenciemixtreafon inmadnefle, 
Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortune take my eyes, I knowe 
thee well inough thy name is giofler , thou muft be patient, we 
came crying hither, thou kno weft the firft tim c that we fmelt the 
aire, we wayl and cry J will preach to thee inarlce me, 

Go(i. Alack alack the day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftageoffooles, this a good blocke.. It were a delicate lira- 



